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11/5/77, Rochester (photo credit: Jim Anderson) 


his bandmates take a step back. Speaking of which, the 
other theme to this show is exactly that: Due to the 
crowd pushing and squeezing too close to the stage, we 
get a multitude of “take a step back” warnings both 
musically and spoken from the band. 

This crowd is fired up! 

Also like the previous night, the band comes out 
juiced and rocks off its nervous energy slowly. This cul- 
minates in a hair-raising, brutish version of “Half-Step” 
that gave me images of a drenched dog shaking itself off. 
After this release, things gradually calm down. “Jack 
Straw” is beautifully constructed, packing an exciting, 
focused wallop. “Deal” is one of my favorite versions 
ever: a scalding solo by Garcia and cathartic vocals by 
him, Donna, and Weir wrap up the first set in style. 

Set 2 begins with Phil’s first solo. This one is the real 
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thing: saucy, moody, tantalizing, and playful all at once. 
After all these years I’m still amazed by his anti-style of 
playing. Perhaps, though, this solo was too infectious, 
for the Dead are forced to deliver a musical “take a step 
back!” to the crowd. This leads to a very spirited version 
of “Eyes.” After strumming up the opening chords, Gar- 
cia lays down an exquisite lead that is a joy to hear. The 
drummers pour extra time into their ride cymbals to give 
this an extra jazzy feel. The jams race around the track at 
high speeds, and when they hit the curves you almost 
want to yell at your speakers, “Look out!”—but they 
roar by confidently, locked into the Zone. The post-jam 
is led by Keith’s careening, spiraling piano runs. Lesh 
grabs the helm at the end and solos while the band lays 
down a very light accompaniment to highlight his notes. 
Garcia can be heard egging him on: “Yeah! Yeah!” 
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Toward the end, though, Phil plays himself into a corner; 
Garcia comes in to rescue him so Lesh seals his solo with 
a monstrous bomb, much to the crowd’s delight. 

After the drummers lead the charge into a rousing 
“Samson,” Garcia sings a soulful rendition of “Roses,” 
the crowd hanging on every line. “Estimated” features 
Keith playing a harpsichord-like keyboard, in a very 
welcome departure from just the piano, to complement 
Garcia’s wild wah-wah licks. The jam afterward is sinis- 
ter, dark, and foreboding—my cup of tea. “He’s Gone” 
rises from the darkness and is greeted with applause 
usually reserved for “Dark Star” or “Saint Stephen.” 
This is a sweet version, highlighted by some terrific 
singing and tight performing. As the “Drums” begins, 
Phil, of course, sticks around, unable to stop playing. 
This time his solo is not so dominant, as he mostly 
noodles around with “Other One” teases or variations. 
The drummers appear ready to really stretch out, but 
Phil gently begins “The Other One” as everybody joins 
in—but with a remarkable reserve. At first. The song 
slowly opens up, yet in a horizontal direction—very 
much like the “Playing” from the night before; this also 
takes the crowd out of it as they were expecting the typ- 
ical juggernaut pace this song usually excels at. 

Lend us your minds, not your voices. 

Despite this level of calm, there’s still a spooky sense 
of anticipation onstage. The music feels almost con- 
scious of itself. Once this state is established, once it 
passes puberty, Garcia begins whipping his notes faster, 
with more intensity, nearly perky, still serious and explo- 
rative, but enough to build a wonderful rush into the 
first verses. A similar style begins again when Weir’s 
done singing. The drumming is fabulous as they can 
barely contain themselves, bloated and ready to burst, 
itchin’ for Garcia to cut loose; naturally, he doesn’t. His 
perseverance opens new doors, and some interesting 
interplay develops as he breaks the mold. Finally, 
though still precise, Garcia digs in, peels off some blis- 
tering runs, and guides the band headlong, tri- 
umphantly, into the last verses. Well done! 

“Black Peter” looks out from under his covers, 
smells his own death, and goes back to sleep. The clos- 
ing jam, though, is riproarin’ as everybody locks in and 
wails away. Very hot. The same happens with a truly 
killer “Sugar Mag” to close the show. 

Before the encore, Phil (who else?) says to the crowd 
in a sneaky, sly voice, “So . . . guess what day it is?” They 
leap into a pounding version of “Saturday Night” to send 
home one of the most fervent crowds I’ve ever heard. 

MICHAEL M. GETZ 
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Broome County Arena, Binghamton, 
New York 







Set 1: Mississippi Half-Step, Jack Straw, 
Tennessee Jed, Mexicali Blues > Me and My 
Uncle, Friend of the Devil, New Mingle- 
wood Blues//, Dupree’s Diamond Blues, 
Passenger, Dire Wolf, The Music Never 
Stopped 

Set 2: Samson and Delilah, Sunrise, Scarlet 
Begonias > Fire on the Mountain > Good 
Lovin’, Saint Stephen > Drums > Not Fade 
Away > Wharf Rat > Saint Stephen reprise > 
Truckin’ 

Encore: Johnny B. Goode 











1. Source: AUD, Quality: B, Length: 3:00 

2. Source: SBD, Quality: B+/B- (“New Mingle- 
wood,” slight warble during “Music Never Stopped,” 
“Johnny B. Goode” is one step lower quality), Length: 
3:00 

3. Source: FM-SBD (GDH 178), Quality: A-, 
Length: “Saint Stephen” > “Drums” > “Not Fade Away” 
> “Wharf” > “Saint Stephen” reprise > “Truckin’” 

Highlights: Mississippi Half-Step, Jack Straw, Pas- 
senger, Dire Wolf, The Music Never Stopped, Wharf Rat 
> Saint Stephen > Truckin’ 


This show is a true classic—one of the better shows 
from one of the better years. The sound is quintessential 
1977: big, loud, tight, exciting, yet tempered, even slow 
at times, but never truly mellow. Yet, upon careful 
review for this book I find it contains not just some of 
the most inspiring musical moments from 1977 but 
some remarkably uninspired moments as well. With 
that said, there can be little or no argument that this 
show begins and ends as amazingly as any other I can 
name. 

The Dead open with what I believe to be the most 
passionate reading of “Mississippi Half-Step” I’ve ever 
heard. It begins as usual, but the concluding jam is to 
“Mississippi Half-Step” what 5/8/77 is to “Morning 
Dew.” The jam goes on and on, rising higher and higher, 
going further than the listener expects, further in fact 
than ever before. The vibe is exultant. It’s obvious that 
the band knows they’re hot. 





